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Such a hard Cenſare, would a Here Ape, 
And pas in 2 Monfter's 


PROLOGUE. 


„ Faith, our Author inaitates 


* a Shift he was a Beau; 
Se without Wit be ſets up for 4 Pact, 
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Weir well peas Hes you came bere 


PER = 
Faith then be kind, and let bis P 


plead; 
lay ſacred, 
Aud take for once the good Will for the Deed. 
He don't preſume to juſtify bis Play, 
Youch it for good, or if you like't you may. 
A bumbler way for your good I urd be takes ; 
Tou're welcome, would tere better for your ſakes. 
Therefore to damn bim it were very hard; 
Two Fools well met the Play, and in a Ward, 


Forgive him, for be owns himſelf the third. 
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FoRTUux EHUN TES: 


OR, 
Two Fools well met. 


ACTE SCENE. I. 


Enter at two ſeveral Doors, two Wealthys, Brothers. 


Weali hy. Even ſo, 
fober Tom, and glad to 
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here in Town,. 


Rakehell 
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Aer old Sie Wi 
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place, our 


y particular 


liam's Houſe. 
wou'd have 


here it 


ſtands w 
ſecur d a Letter to 
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loving Brother. 
Frank. 


ol, Fever 


Tho' the old Man has forſaken 


al. 
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10 The Freter: Or, 
Y. Weal. Brother, I never write, tis my Averſion: A 
Man that writes muſt think and be ſerious, which I ne- 
VET Was, not never will be, TI 25. mach as you will, 
but Writing's my Abomination. 8 HS 
E. IWeal. 
7 in Paper ad 
.W y, but there's great Charge » Us 

one Letter begets another; beſides the Expence of ſay- 
ing fine things ; and then end with a damn'd hypocriti- 
cal Concluſion, of your faithful Friend and Servant, to 
2 Rogue it may be you wiſh hang d. is 
- E. IWVeal. Well, I find thou it thy Humour ſlill, no- 
ver to conftrain thy felf to pleaſe thy Friends. But why 
have you not aſk d how my Father does? What brought 
us to Town? or where you might ſee us? 


E. Neal. Well judg d, dear Frank, but LI inform you 
better; my Father is well, and we came to Town upon 
the Condition of a Match berween the beautiful Daugh- 
ter of my Lotd Lovewic. deceaſed, and your then happy 
Brother Tom Wealthy. 

Y. Wal. Joy 


one, and to my Face, ſhe ſo far favours, as wou's pro- 

es Fn nh, 
oh. . 

by themſelves for her or Tan. ve 

TF. Weal. Nay, nay, Tom, rail not againſt the Church, 

but down on thy Kaces, and thank Heav n thou brought 
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Why, Fraxk, tis the only way of Converſa- 


emper than my ſelf: It 
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Tus Fools well met. 15 
me, and for ought 1 know, I am in Love with him 


OF. Weat. Very fortunate Fellows theſe, a poor Country 
Lover ſhall ride you twenty Miles a Day, only to play 
2 Game at Lantrelew, and go every Night home in the 
Dirt and the Dark, and ſhall be believ d to be in 
Love, tho he break a Limb by the way; whilſt one of 
theſe pleaſant Creatures, by a new fancy'd Dreſs, or nice 
ty'd Knot, ſhall conquer a young Lady in a trice. 

But then you muſt conſider Invention is the La- 
bour of the Brain, and exceeds that of the Body. 
Mar. And what fignifies your country Fools 
Mile a day to pleaſe — when one of theſe 
ſit you oy = — almoſt diſtracting his dear 
* to fiad new Faſhions out, to delight us Ladies. 

6. And ſhould not we be grateful, Mr. Wealthy, to 
NAK re Gn aban- 
doning and — all your lewd Debaucheries of 
Wine, wholly devote themſelves to us, and. our Di- 


verſion? 
Enter Old Sir William. | 

Sir Will. Preſent his Duty to me, wait upon me, he's 
a Baftard, no Son of mine, . 
ſend him to Newgate, a Rogue 

Mar. Nay, good dne who has offended you? 

Soph. What makes you fo angry, goud Sir William 7 

E. Weal. Pray be pacify d, Sir. 

Sir Will. No, Sir, III not be pacify d, Sir, with you, 
not your Brother Rogue neither; he'll viſit me to rob 
me agen, ha! What have you ſeen him, and advis d 
him to it, ha? The other five hundred Pounds. TI Ry 
him cloſe an I catch him, a Thief. 

E. Weal. Nay, good Sir, conſider, he's my Brother, and 
your Son. 

Sir Wall. Sirrah, you lye. 
we Weak. 1 have done , cer long you'll fay the ſame 

me. 

Sir Will. No, no, Tom, never; thou art my Son, my 


Lbs my beit Son, L have no Son but thee, Tom - 
E. Neal. 
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Wide. I don't a of his ſo often-being there; tho 
certainly had he any Intrigue with ker, he wou'd not 
have the Impudence to appoint to meet methere. Well, 
tis a barbarous Caſe that, a Lady can't ſecure one Man 
to her ſelf, tho' ſhe pay a very good Price for him, and 
maintain him as her own Goods and Chattels; which is 
a great Misfortune to us Widows. For upon my Life, 
your young Fellows now a Days, are fcare-crow'd with 
the Name of a Widow, that we mutt either marry old 
muſty Batchelours, or ſecure ſome younger Brother by 


the magnetick Vertue of our Money. Betty, are the 
young Ladies up, think you? 

Derry, Ves, Madam, and I believe I hear em coming 
to viſit you this | 


Wid. O good Madam, I have been up theſe five Hours. 
Betty, ſome Chairs; Ladies, py ns. 
Mar. Madam, we came to your good Compa- 
this Afternoon, to buy two or three 
ts of \Ribbond for my Coufin's Wedding. Your good 
Fancy will much improve her Dreſs. Als! we Cuun- 
Ladies that fo come to Town, arc the awk- 
- Madam, you muſt aſſiſt us. 
unfortunate WI 
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own Merit; but we are w. 
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is my Wife come home from 


humble Servant; | W 
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Madam, A bd, well try our Fan- 
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Betty. Yes, Madam. 
wid. Certainly if I ſhould meet them in the C Change; 
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I doubt I have over-fiay's my Time ; 'tis 
and the Widow is not here; R 24 
be 2 curit Misfortune at this time: For to 
mult make a Vifit to the old Gentleman, 
er comes of it: _ tata 
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I the fame Intereſt as Inclination to it, 


Madam, you wou'd be in Danger of it indeed. 


ir, wou d you forbid the Banes ? 
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Maſter's high Intreagues; if 
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The Fortune Hunters : Or, | 
Sham. Pox on this Drinking! tis no matter tho', for 
1 look fo filthily puddled, I durſt not have gone out. 
Lord, I am extravagantly hot ; Fack, 


know, tell 'em I keep m 


ſhou'd be glad to ſee 
Jack. This is one of my 


Tu be hang'd. 
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Dear faithleſs Man; Poor Fool! for 
dear, dear to my Eyes, dear to my long- 
why wou'd you betray me into Love ? 
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give us freſh Opportunity to talk with the Ladies; 
and no ſmall Occafion to pleaſe them in our Dancing. 
You'll pardon, if I beg your leave a while: At Night 
Ad, at Wills, and order all. I'm much afſham'd of 
18—— 
Litzl. O Sir, the Reaſon's irreſiſtible, no Compliment. 
At Will's ? 


Raſi * 
Jack, Sir, the fays tis Waſhing Day, and the can't 


come. 


Sham. Damn her, go down. 
B 4 Littl. 
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Two Fools well met. 33 


Forchead. Ha! the Door hut! It us'd coy be 

upon fuch Occafions : F'll venture three gentle 

Taps however, there may be a Scout nigh. 
x A + boyd 


Enter Mrs. Nanny. 
Y. Weal. Dear Mrs. Nanny : ——— A Maidenhead 


Sir, what do 
= Ar 


mean ? Nay, pray Sir. 
kiſs thoſe pretty lit- 


coaxing 
11 poun 
Tou know, Mr. Wealzhy, my Huſband is 
perſuaded ; but however, you boaſt of be- 
as your Word, I find, "without Bottle, 
have ventur'd. 


Tx 


Tus Fooks well met. 35 


E. Weal. Sir, give him the Liberty of your Houſe» 
countenance him as your Son, and let him addreſs him” 
ſelf to young Maria. 

Sir Will. Here's a Snake in my Boſom ; what! throw 
away my little Maria with 10000 l. too. No, 
thank you, Sir, III find a better Match; _ 1 
my Truſt! her to a ranting, roaring Bully ! What, 
ive her the Fos? Ab, Sicrab | What if I have = mind 
to marry her my ſelf ? 

E. Wal. Sir, you'll pardon me if I fay, methinks you 
are too old to think of Marriage. 

Sir- Will. No, Sirrah, not ſo old as the young de- 
bauch'd Raſcals of the Town; rotten before they are 
ripe. ore, Fi marry, get 2 Ci, and Ghaberit you 


any more, I » get a Child, and diſinherit you 
both; and fo com 

rk Sir, IV ollow you 
ſhou'd he R— 


Sir Will. What, 984 
E. Weal. Mutter, no Sir. 

Sir Will. No, Sir, come along. [ Exonnt.. 
The Scene Draws, and diſcovers the Garden-door.. 
Enter Young Wealthy and Mrs. Spruce. 
Y. Weal. Adieu, dear Mrs. Spruce, you'll ſend that 
Linen I beſpoke, to Morrow early. 

Mrs. Ser. Yes, but not by my Maid. 


Euter Mr. Spruce drunk. 


My Huſband ! if ever he is Jealous, 'tis in his Drink. 
Dear Mr. Wealthy adieu? How will you him ? 
Y. Weal. 
Mr 
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with 
that 


to know whether I am 
with that young F 


AT would I give 
examine my ſelf. I am very angry 


Enter Maria alone in the Garden. 
really in Love 
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Two Fools well met. 43 
nn AAA and ſtudy my Dreſs for the 
—— ſome Miſchief againſt that black Devil, 


the Sight of her. Exit. 
Sir Will. Get you MA FEVETINES 


um I could. vils in her 1 think, 1 never come 


2 fancy my ſelf Twenty again. 

Wid. I have obſerv'd this old Fellow is in Love with 
her; I'll try him, and help too if I can; for if young 
Wealthy ſhould , as he has threatned, their Humours will 
ſo hit, I ſhall certainly loſe him. Sir William, if you'll 
me, [I'll cell you ſomething I have obſerv 41 and 
believe I m may ſerve you in it with that young Lady. 

- 1 on ſays my Widow? with that young 


think. What her little Eyes mine? her little Noſe mine? 


her little Mouth mine? nay, her little All mine? Ah, 


y 1 accept your Generate you ruin all 
the firſt place, you muſt refolve to 
next, your youngeſt Son, whom 
8 fay, that ſces him, muſt be baniſh'd if 
as — threatned— 


ve hundred — idk: 

? you would not hang your Son. 

then, let him keep off then, 
„at her, my dear Widow, 

Widow. 12 
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Wid. Nothing, Madam, a handſome Gentleman, you 


"ater, Nay, Madam, you'd have ad fo, had you ſen 


1 
t 


? 
1 
e 


46 The Fortune Hunters: Or, 
F. L 


Two Fooks well met. 47 


parting, and rails at her Impertinence and Love. 
Wid. Oh baſe, baſe, Madam, monſtrous baſe ! This 


Tm vert to ſee her fret ſo much, for 
im more now out of ſpight; but if I nc'er 
uld fee him oh that's fad, would he would write 


- Wid. Madam, you afk'd Advice, if you'll accept it, 
judge but of this; you are young, and in a Place fo pe- 
ſter d with Intreagues, may unawares your Inclination 

one may ſeem deſerving in your Eye: But, be- 
lieve me, Madam, among the vain young Flatterers o'th' 


The Monflers, we fond Women Lovers call, 
There's not one Grain of Truth. Maria. Among them 


Wid. me, certainly, but II obſerve her. 
No, for olly, Vanity, and Pride, exceed the moſt 
di - and for their Vows, their Conſcience, 
or their Honour, a Man on this fide Forty, is mark'd 

ool that ever meant a true Word to a Woman. 


TY — | 


Lat 4 
+. 


» & . 


By S the Young affect the Young, and 
the's the happy Woman whoſe kind Lot directs her 
where thoſe Vanities are paſt, and marries with the An- 
iſcreet. Were I to chooſe, I beg your Cou- 
I prefer Sir William fore the Son. 


Enter Betty. 
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40 The Fortune Hunters : Or, 


to the Watch for a Houſe-breaker; and there's Trick 


at the golden Fruit, I muſt venture waking the 
[ Knocks, enter a Boy. 


Boy. .Yes'Sir, but there's a great deal of Company, 1 
believe he's not to be ſpoke with. | 
L T. Weal. What means the Muſick I heard? Is his Son 
married ? 


F. al. So much the better; canſt thou lend me a 
Maik, here's a Crown for thee, good Lad. 
Joy. Yes Sir, pleaſe to walk in, I believe I can. [ Exeunr. 


5 SCENE, 4 Hall. 


Diſcovers the Maſqeers, Wealthy, Shamtown, 
| Maria ia, Spruce, Mrs. 
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Two Fools well met. 51 


+ Lady, ride in an Alderman's great Iron-work d, rat- 
lng, gilt Coach, ard laugh at every Body on Foot. 

Sham. Which of theſe three's Sophia ? I can't gueſs, 

but that in the Nun's. Habit, by her Stature, muſt be 
Maria: On and proſper, my Dreſs may plead for me. 
Oh my fad Heart! 3 | 
E. Weal. Which of the Coxcombs is this? A pretty 
way to tell his Paſſion, and I muſt witneſs to t. Pox of 
all their Maſking to this dumb Piece of and 
may be to my Miſtreſs. I ſhall make that Heart bleed 
afreſh, if it aim there; and he goes right, for that Im 
ſure is the. 
"Soph. Was ever fo ridiculous a fight ? This muſt be 
my er, and ſure that jealous Spaniard muſt be Tom. 
Good Sir, how many Hearts have you left whole, if a 
young Country Virgin thould unfortunately love you 2 
Or is your Miſtreſs crucl, you look fo pale on it? 

Sham. Ah! Fair one! Let this Emblem of Grief 
ſpeak what 1 dare but think. 

E. Weal. Madam, the Man's in Love, can not gueſs ? 

Soph. Good, churliſm Sir, who are you? And why in 
this Spaniſh Habit ? | : 

E. Meal. It ſuits my Temper beſt, Madam; 
diculous Fops that change their Faſhions, to court their 
Miſtreſs in Variety; I am ftill the ſame, 
ever loving ; but if 


the Man that loves like me, beyond a Man 
once wrong'd, do things beyond his Reaſon. This, 
Madam, whoſoc'er you are's my Character, and | 
there lives not ſuch a Slave as I am. 
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54 The Fortune Hunters: Or, 

Sir Will. You lie you Dog, you're worſe than the 
Devil. Thieves, Murder, Rogues, I am undone, lock 
up my Doors, call a Conftable, I am undone. 

E. Weal. Nay, nay, Father, for ſhame; before all this 
Company. 

x Sir William, fye, conſider. 

Sir Will. A Rogue, he's come to rob me; what the 

Devil does he here elſe ? 
TL. Weal. With your leave you do me wrong, I am 
neither come to beg, borrow, nor ſteal, as you may ſee ; 
for your five hundred Pounds, I am able to pay you, 
and then I owe you nothing but your begetting me, 
and may be I repent that as much as you! and fo Sir, 
Good bye. I came to have aſk d your Blefling, had 
you pleas'd.——— Now will he call me back? 

Sir 1/4”. Who's that, my Son Frank ? 

V. Weal. Yes, yes, this is your Son Frank. 

Sir Till. Frank, why come hither Raſcal! you. 


V. IVeal. O the Bleſſing of a kind Father Four 
Bleſfing, Sir. 
ir Will. Ah, thou haſt been a Rogue, Frank, but I 


forgive thee. 
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v. IWeal. Your Servant, Mrs. 


Mr. e. 


Dog, a 


Ah, ſmack her, Mr. Wealthy. 


55 


„ ay, ſmack ; he'll ſmack her; ab, is 8 
handlOme. Dog, and « firong Dog. But bes 


Rogue, a damn'd Rogue, | muſt look to kim, bel rob 
me again elſe when his Money's gone. 


Y. Weal. An 


Sham. To divert the Ladies, Sir. 
V. Weal. A Hero too! Mr. Littlegad, you've wondrous 


Fancy. Ladies, you were talking 
not hinder 


you — 

this Lady, as 2 Relation, for my Partner. 
Tittel. Damn him, I ſhall miſs my Opportunity. | 
Sir Will. Why Sirrah, Sirrah, robbing me already, ha. 


the Widow 
3 „ fure none but Mr. Spruce. 
Mr. $ — . — 


Soph. 
Sham. Death and Hell. 


packing. Well I'll fit 


: Strike up there, who leads ? 


Fancy this of yours, Sir. 


of a Dance, let me 
By your leave, Mr. Hero, if I beg 


William, I danc d with you in the 


Sir Will. Gad a Mercy, Nuns fleſh, Fll creep Mouſe 
you for this; and for that Fil fend my Rogue Fran 
by and fee you. Tom, Tom, to 


þ 4 Note into Sophia's Hand. 
What 2 this? \ She fkriles it down, 
Sir William ſnatches it up and looks on ir. 


Sir Will. Treaſon, Tom, Treaſon ! Ounds a Plot upon 


Miſtreſs ; a Plague 
. [ Dance breaks off Eldeſt Wealthy tales the Note. 


E. Weal. Do you own this? [To Shamtown. 
Sham. What if I did, Sir? | 
E. Weal. I'd pay the Poſtage. [Strikes him. 


of theſe bleeding Hearts. 


Sir ill. Gad-a-mercy Tom: Sir, you are a Son of a 


Whore ; 


well faid Tom. 


[All ſbriat and run out, but the Widow. 
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Wid.. 
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wid. They are within, Sir William, but half dead 


che, 
Sir Will. Tu go comfort her. But that Fellow, Wi- 


dow, is a Son of a Whore. Let us in, let us in, a damn d 
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Weal. Faith, Tom, I ſhall not much uphold that 
; but as you are a Brother and a Friend, a Stran- 
in all theſe noble Feats, I muſt exchange a Thruſt 
to back you: Befides, I fancy, I ama Principal; 
theſe nice-chap't Grey-hounds hunt in Couples, 
no fingle Booty that they aim at : My pretty. one 
mark'd 1 And faith, Sir, he ſhall 


Weal. Make 
A eſs 
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Miracle. And mine I j juſt ſuch a noble Perſon. 
E. Meal. I'm — tort; but certainly they'll come. 
And, Brother, ſince you will be your own er, I beg 
you be not raſh, think what you do. 

Y. Weal. Faith, Tom, and that's well thought on; fol 
will. Let me conſider, I am going now to fight 11 
Miſtreſs ; that is, ſhe muſl be my Miſtreſs: Poor : 
ſhe knows nothing of the matter yet. And | am to fight 
with a Gentleman , that for ought I know knows no- 
thing of the matter neither. Now, I know I love her 
with all my Heart, and perhaps againſt her Will : And 
Fd fight for her with all my Heart, but hould the love 
me, that's againſt her Will too: Then I'd marry her with 
all my Soul too. But Pox ont, if the don't love me, 
that's againſt her Will again; ſo the Lord's Will be done. 
venture my Carkaſs an ill Lay, there's an end 
on't. Brother, I have Canſcience ; wou'd 
they wou'd come. 

E. Weal. However Fate defigns you, Fran, your 
Treaſure muſt not be exhauſted upon this Account; 
there's fifty Guineas, put them up ſafely, they'll prove 
good Friends, howe'er the Matter goes. * 
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this right Fob. Don't let thoſe Raſcals plunder me ! for ſhould; 
they lay my Money out in Perriwigs and Cravat-ſtrings, 
twould grieve my Ghoſt worſe than my Death. I have 
order d Horſes for us not far off. Damn em, the Morning 
waſtes, what mean theſe Loyterers ? prithee look e'. 
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juſt yonder unhurt : 
* of A Son 
ommy, Tommy. IT 
Ty dear Tommy. There's * 
Sir. 
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dear Son Tow! [Runs and falls upon his Nech. 
come, here they come : Omy dear Son Tommy / 


G * | Sir 
Ah, 
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ak'd for you ; 


my Heart 
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Mr. Wealthy, 


had been kill'd, 'twou'd have 
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's Heart, ſhe has ſuch a tenderneſs for 
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Brother and my Friend ; 
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our Son, m 
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entertain him 


Who, Frank ? 
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Frank's one 
and robb'd me. 


I always lov's 


Frank, Frank, 
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Buſineſs : But no matter, Im fo o'er- 
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es out, Man. The little 


Sir ? 


Ey 
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ever fince. 
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more; 


your 


17, Tam, you ay Oy; 
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1 eputa- 
and fixt her in the Rank of looſe- 
— IRERA or 


ſwore ſhe'd not 


E. Weal. There's Love and Life in that : Curſe on my 
Temper: What Wrong could ſuch a Dog 
What Honour too to fight ſo poor a Creature? Did ſhe 
not flight and ſcorn him to my Face? O my Sophia, par- 
don this laſt il-natur'd Tempeſt here; receive me with 


. Rival ! ha, ha ; no faith, I have not 
Gloves, White-waſkes, and other forts 
Skis ters koow how w mode = my ſelf 
well > ay of wy Calamens: Net have 1 4 Tan 
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bridge and Epſom, and ſometimes Iſlington Wells ſo long, 
but that I know how to gain more Hearts, as well as ſecure 
a perfect Inclination, even, | believe, to the loathing of 
any other Perſon. Therefore, when I am perſuaded, like 
my Friend Topkzor, into that ridiculous Opinion of being 
2 Cuckold; Lord have Mercy upon my Head, my 
Wits are far gone indeed. Exit. 


SCENE U & «1 
Enter Widow. N 


We have a fad diſtracted Houſe; all our Servants 
after Sir William ; 22 4 — 
ir Miſtreſs 1 pity poor Sophia , but that y 
ever ſhe ſeems mov'd with her Couſin's Gri 
d Loſs of m 


0 » by » 
provided; knows that I met him there, but I'll watch her, 
her to the Quick. Berri. 


Wi + mg, when Sir William returns, call me 
immediately; let me firſt ſee him on your Life; take heed, 
the way: I know the old Fool loves her, he 
fo himſelf, and aik'd my Judgment, as being a 
fit to adviſe. III tell him how ſhe doats up- 
and if he's ſuffer'd here he muſt not hope: 
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Sons? Son Tom's very well, but there has 
il to do; I have been forty Mile about to 
Tem, he'll be with you preſently. 

But where's that other Son, Sir William? My 


7 
217 


1715 


FF 


P 
- 


He's and 
my ſelf. 
ean you, Sir, he's not kill'd ? 


illiam told me ;—_ Mark, mark, Sir 
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Wid. Now, Sir, be Judge, is't fit that he ſtay here? if 
rere win upon her. 

ir Will. No, no, ſtay, Pox on him, I'll ſend him 
packing: But here comes Tom. 


Enter Tom. 

E. Weal. What News, Sir ? How does my angry Love ? 
Have you inform d her all? Will the forgive? 

Sir Will. Yes; I told her thou wert well: But on her 
Knees, ſhe vow'd ſhe'd never ſee you; have but a little Pa- 
tience, ſhe II forget it. 

E. Weal. 
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E. Weal. Which way went the ? 

Sir Will. She's lock d her ſelf into that Room within; 

but where's your Brother ? 

E Weal. Lleft him in the Garden; he's a coming. 
Wid. Sdeath, he'll meet Maria; I'll go watch them. 

Sir Will. Run, run, he follows you. | Exit. Manent F. 

Wealthy and Sir William. } Take Heart, Tom, take Heartg 

I warrant we bring Matters about again, have but Pati- 

ence. Pox on this young Dog, he's met her, and ſpoil'd 

all the Plot. Tohez, Toms, to her; beg her Pardon, and 

all will be well. — 
E. Meal. Yes, on my Knees. Nay, and the 

give me. 


For tho the humbleſi way my Love will chooſe, 
And all the Arts to tempt good Nature uſe, 
Shou'd ſhe at laſt my ,-----7- , 


1 know, my flubborn _—_— 
And then too late ſhe 


When I have e de naſe, her of my Pain, 
illi d, ſtabò d, deftroy'd, and ruin d all again. 


SCENE Diſcovers Maria ov @ Bank, is 
7 Tears. 


Enter Young Wealthy. 


v. mal. A pretty Garden, this; ha, who's that? the 


Purchaſe of my Sword ? my Love in Tears ? miitruſt of 
my Sickneſs : I'll court her in Heroicks. So, when the 
God of War ſets out for Fights, and ranges thro' the Fields 
in Blood and Duſt, the ſweet-ey d Venus takes a lonely 
Flight, and in ſome ſoft Retirement of Heaven, bemoans 
the vaſt Fatigues the Hero bears. So, fo, this will do. In 
Tears! my Goddeſs. 
Mar. Bleſs me 

T. Weal. 'Sdeath, I ha'n't waſh d my Face to Day, and 
ſhe takes me for Vulcan. Mars, by the Gods, come 
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fluſh'd with y Fi 
hem all be next your Feet 


— — — — 
OY IL * —_ _ 


Mar. L nyt. 
Y. Such as it is, Madam ; 'tis Blood that flutters 
now about my Heart, and dances to the Muſick of your 
Eyes. Oh, fair one, fince I faw you, Fate has been a- 
broad, and angry Rivals threatned in the Fields, yet 
» 
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I kept your Form ſtill in my View, 
And os 3 foaghs, I bed, and for you. 


Mar. Twas frankly fought ; and, Sir, I give you wel- 
came bam your Ven, but grieve l cannot recompence 
your Valour. 


A Heart's @ Trifle to fo great a Hero. 
And that is all we Virgins can beſtow. 


Y. Weal. That, and a little more, is all I aſk, and Vir- 
gins have them both. 
. .. 2. „ 


ny Weal. No, de thy A, 2 thy All in 
every Part. And you ſhall have all me, withal my Heart. 
And know, now Nee begun, I hn Mankind to keep 
thee to my ſelf. 

Mar. Whether I give Encouragement or no ? 

V. Weal. I'll win you as a Hero ſhould his Miſtreſs, 
kill Monſters, Dragons, do Herculean Labours; I hate a 
ſnivelling, tedious, ſeven Years Courtthip, loling our Youth 
and Time: Put me to Action, let me convince you ear- 
ly of my Love, that I may neither loſe my Time nor 


you. 
Aar. For a ſmall Tryal, anſwer me quick; tell me. 
Know 
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which you went to meet in the Ex- 
boggle © Good by, Sir. 

V. Weal. Ti a Rafcally Trick; hut in ſhort, it was my 
— Mi. and there's quirk for your quirk. Now, 


Mar. Fl give you leave to gueſs, 

Y. Weal. And give me leave thus then to pay my 
Since I have ond this early Kindneſs for you, 
II be convinc'd of yours. 


Therefore prepare, and 
Tow conſtant, e 
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for I muſt plague him 
take me. 


e. 


and if I find he loves me, let him 


E. Weal. Good Sir, what is't that diſorders 


Sir Will. What's that to you, Sir? and now I think 


were the Match-maker. 


you 
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hear me? 


won't you 


he has no 


why 


you 
ages of Maris. 
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E. Weal. Succeſs to all: Taſk is hard, but 
FI about it. in Ci 4 
Y. Weal. Never fear, Tom, ſhe's born to be thy Wife : 
And as ſure 
As after Marriage, they muſt all be ral d; 
So, Tom, before it, they may all be fool d. 
[Exeunt ſeverally. 


EEE 
ACT V. SCENE I. 
IM 8 in Priſon. 


v7 like «Dog 5 5 f ſeat Ally Boy. 
E 2 a 0 cally * 
for I can 


—_ for 5ool. Loſt my 
83 Liberty, ane 
= hs 2 The Deyil! This muſt 
Malice: I owe cool. but to no one, and how the 
Devil they ſhould all agree to confound me, I can't tell ? 


F. Weal. Five hundred Pound. 1 owe the Town, in- 
deed, 500 l. and I believe the whole Town is the Plain- 
tiff: Therefore the readieſt way, dear Tom, will be to 
ſearch the Offices, that I may know at whoſe Suit H am 

Father knows of it, I gueſs. he's ſtrangely 
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dejected, Fran, for ſhortly I ſhall have command of 
Money, and if no way but paying of the Debt will gi 
ou Freedom, I'll lay down the Money, and thou 
Laugh Old Man's il] Nature. 

Does Maria know it? 

E. Weal. Yes, and pitys extreamly, rails at my 
Father for his Cruelty, and moſt tenderly of your 
Misfortune. 

V. Weal. There's ſome comfort ſtill ; if I can get out 
no other way, tell her, LI break through the Stone 
Walls to thank her. 

rr 

Exit. 

Y. Weal. I wonder how this old Rogue, my Father, 
could get two ſuch honeſt Fellows for his Sons; this is 
a Brother. But wou'd my Widow wou'd come, the's 
rich, and I'm engag'd to her already, and twou'd be 
even 2 Pain to be oblig'd ſo much by one who is to me 
2a Stranger, though my Brother. How like 2 Counter- 
Rat I look——T'll lay me down to fleep, and dream of 
Liberty. 
| Enter Widow. A Letter. 

My dear Widow! This is kind indeed. 


upon ill re- 
paid, if this muſt be the Time you chuſe for parting. 
Wid. Conftancy ! Thou Devil! 
Y. Weal. In Hell, Madam , you might have faid, but 
no Devil. 


Wid. Yes, Devil, to wrong the Woman that ne'er © 


to make you eaſie, and maintain your Pride. 

. Weal. Did I Cer yet difown it, Madam? 

Wid. Moſt bafely in your Actions, tho' your Words 
(that natural Decent in all your Sex) a 


= wrong d you, but facrificd my Fortunes and my 


- KK — a 


72 The Fortune Hunters : Or, 


keep me ftill your Fool; but Im convinc'd; and 
tis all the Pleaſure I have left, that I came here in 
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Y. E Madam ; but I re- 
member a Bit of a Song very proper; Ill ang it , if 


He Love aud true Merit do ſeldom prevail. 
rn. 


Y. Weal. Then witneſs for me, all you Powers Divine, 
If this be any Word, or Hand of mine. 


wid. O Impudence ! 

v. Weal. Perdition ſeize me, if I ever ſaw it. 

_ iid. Monſtrons! * 

V. Weal. If 1 did, Madam, may 1 never be blef'd 
with the Light of the Sun ! 

wid. Curs'd Lie. 
V. Weal. But be ſhat up in eternal Darkneſs in this 


wid. Unparallell d Villany ! 
| 2 


Y. Nia. 
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Enter Mr. 2 1 
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Y. IWeal. Yes, tell her how I fought; or if I periſh, 
tell her how I tell; tell her how much beyond my Life 
I lov'd her, without the leaſt Security of hers. The 
Name, the Pride, the Honour of my Love, thou ſhalt 
in ſoſtning Eloquence relate; and though thou art a 
very Villain, look as thou doſt fpeak as thou wou dſt for 
him, and win her to my Bed, or to my Grave. 

Mar. I muſt try him farther yet, though my Heart 
akes with Love and Tenderneſs. Am I fo much ob- 
lig d to Nature, Sir? Look then, deſpair and die: Twas 
my own Jealouſie that drew me here, the other was a 
meer Pretenſion. I love Maria too above my Life, 
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V. Weal. By Heaven! and look ſt like one——Where 
2 Eyes, Sir: Damme, will you fight? 

Mar. Pox on your : 

Y. Weal. Yes, Gak Gs, thus, and — 

Mar. Now where's that cruel Creature upon Earth, 
that cou'd deny ſo generous 2 Lover ? 

F. Weal. If there be ſuch, ſhe lives among the Bears, 
and never came in Chriſtian Company. She never ſaid 
her Prayers, figh'd, ſhed a Tear, or play'd with Boys, 
or Bahbies, in her Life. 

Mar. Then I am won. 

Y. Weal. By Heav'n, and fairly too. 

Mar. What will you do with me now? 

Y. Weal. E'en marry thee, my Dear. 

Mar. And beat me ? 

Y. Weal. No, live and die with thee, by Fore. Put 
up thy Sword, and truſt thy Eyes alone. 


To thoſe bri 7 — 
32 


80. 
Mr. Ser. Indeed, Molly, but I won't; I muſt go 


Child, there's no Body at the Shop this Morni 
Mrs. Spr. Nay, but conſider, he's your Fri a fine 
eman, and one you love. 
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and Love in you (which 


That Tears and Prayers, Pity 
once I did cannot wipe 
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me! that 
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Soph. Bleſs 
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you can 
you as mercileſs as your Fat 


her, Sir 


give me 


of 
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ſee you Maſter 


Ys; 


made me break my Oath 


& Xo you're — 


you'd make me hate you, to 
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was ſo ſtrict, never to have ſeen you more; 


» flying of him, 
y Eyes, bleſt be the 
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Y. Weal. 
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Sir, I wiſh you Joy ; I was juſt going 


is 'd tothe Widow, and his Bro- 
„ 1 fwear 1 will not be out of the 
Family ; and let me alone to make you young again. 
Sir Will. Why, Sirrah, why don't you rejoyce to ſee 
your old Dad fo happy ? 
that if the Lady 


V. Weal. Sir, I do ſo much rejoyce, 
will be rul'd by me, we'll make this the merrieſt Pair 
Royal of Weddi as e er were heard of. | 

Mar. As how, dear Mr. Wealthy 7 if there be any _ | 
Miſchief in it, I am for you. | 

Y. Weal. I muſt own, Madam, I have an implacable 
Malice to the two Fools that occaſion d the Miſtake be- 
tween Tom and his Miftreſs. I have prevaild with my 
* Siſter that ſhall be, who has writ a Note, invitingthem 
hither in a Diſguiſe; Mr. Sbamtoumm, who expetts to 
carry of the Prize to morrow Morning, noleſs than to be 
married here, even in this Houſe : And, Madam, if you'd 
joyn, and write to Mr. Lirtiegad, as I told you 

Sir vill. We'll toſs them ina Blanket, Fops, Fools. 

Mar. Agreed, I write this Minute. [Exte. 

Sir Will. Go, go, you Rogue; I ſhall ſo tickle you: 
Sirrah, am not I a lucky old Toad? But you don't re- 
joyce, Pox on you, you don't rejoyce at your Father's 

ortune. Piſh, you an't overjoy'd; for my own part, 
Frank, it comes upon me ſoof a ſudden, I have ſuch a 
Perturbation of Spirit, and ſuch a Conſternation of Joy, 
on my Conſcience I can hardly tell where I am. 

Y. ral. Upon my Life, if the Surpriſe be ſo great, 
you had beſt let Blood. 

Sir Will. No, thank you, Sirrah, an old Fellow to be 
married to a young Woman, and let Blood,; wou d I had 
as much as when I got your Brother Toms, then I 9 


my Diſguiſe. Friend, did you 
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Enter Young Wealthy. 
Y. Wal Here, Sir. 
Sir Will. Sirrah, to your 


Wife, you ill-natur'd Dog, 


—_ 


See em! I think, I 
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in this Bufineſs, yet I cannot tell how 
| b may prove; and at leaſt, you may live 
at quiet with Sir Willem, an old Gentleman that is tam d 
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Two Fools well met. 8 
buried Honour lean thy Head; bath in the Tears ſhed 
for that fatal Loſs; curſe my dear Weal:by's Eyes; cry 
out thy own. Blind with thy Miſeries, renounce the Day, 
and in eternal Howlings waſte the Night. By Heaven, 
thou'rt betray'd, Wealthy's my Huſband; married juſt 
now, before thy cheated E Poor Fool, thou'rt a 
Wineßz to the Match, and Contriver of thy own 


Enter Toung Wealthy. 

1 ſo, the Rival Queens have been at it, 

Wid. Speak, Wealthy, e er my Heart breaks with my 
Wrongs : Have you betray d me ? Are you fuch a 
Villain? | 

Y. Weal. Faith, Widow, not to keep you in Suſpen 
on ſecond Thoughts, I could not be ſo raſh; therefore 
to ſave your Reputation ſtill, own you were in the De- 
fign, and laugh with us. Here comes the old Man and 
the Parſon ; now the Plot thick ns, or the Devil's in t. 


mercy : Come, Sir, to work, to work. 
Parſ. Indeed, and that's not very lawful, Madam. 
will. What 2 Pox ails the Fellow ? Why, what, 
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_ you, Sir Willieaw ; tu 
de packers, — ö 
tho I am curſt; and tho” I 


! he's a Son ofa Whore, Fllprove 


Son, it 
gad, Sir, 


him. 
you, Sir, if I 
y you're not " "op 


Mar. No, no, Sir Wilkam, i married, 
3 | 


Enter Mr. Shamtown as 4 Chair-man, bringing in Mr. 
Littlegad i» Womens Habit. 


__— here? Who's in this Chair ? 


Sir Will. 
Another dama' 


who would 


We were call, Sir, to carry this Lady ; ſhe 
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me, Tm undone, and ſhall be laugh'd to 


Enter Flder Wealthy and Sophia. 
who is this? Betray'd ! Oh Hell and 


ſhall I run? 
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£ Uyeu my Faith, I meant it purely for your Di- 
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And don't tes much the Accident 


SONG, 


regret, 


For two by two, we're all bus Fools well met. 


Two Fools well met. 93 
SONG. 


H 4. my Rival meet ? 
E > - G: 


4 thenkwd 2 
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Be circled in theſe humble Arms:? 
Ah Celia, if the Man that loves thee moſt 
Cannot deſerve thee by it, 1 am boſs. 

1 am loſt, I am loſt, 4h Celia, &c. 


Propoſe me Wonders for my Taſk, 

To be thy Slave is all I aſk, is all I aſk, &c. 
| The Rich may afterwards repine, 
They would have thee; I would be thine : 
Nor ſcorn me that I am not great, 

Since thou canſt with a Smile create. 
Let not, Oh let not then the Man be loft, | 
For what a Smile can give, who loves thee moſs. 
Let not, Oh let not then the Man be loft, &c. 


SONG. 
T Amarillis the Man 
That does yes adore ; 


Thong h —— 7 (2a 
And Sainted her with Power: 

Bur now the Goddeſs to that height is grown, 
Sh' as quite forgot tas I that made her One, 
Sb'as quite forgot, &c. 
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